THE PLUTUS, 1119-1H5

CA.                                                               Good,

HER. For until now the tavern-wives would bring

From early dawn figs, honey, tipsy-cake.

Titbits for Hermes, such as Hermes loved ;

But now I idly cross my legs a and starve.
CA.     And rightly too who, though such gifts you got,

Would wrong the givers.6
HER.                                          O, my hapless lot!

O me, the Fourth-day c cake in days gone by !
CA.     You want the absent ; nought avails your cry/*
HER. O me, the gammon which was erst my fare !
CA.     Here play your game on bladders, in the air.c
HER. O me, the inwards which I ate so hot!
CA.     In your own inwards now a pain you've got.
HER. O me, the tankard, brimmed with half and half!
CA.     Begone your quickest, taking this to quaff/
HER. Will you not help a fellow-knave to live ?
CA.     If anything you want is mine to give.
HER. O, could you get me but one toothsome loaf,

Or from the sacrifice you make within

One slice of lusty meat ?

CA.                                           No exports here.

HER. O, whenso'er your master's goods you stole,

'Twos I that caused you to escape detection.
CA.    Upon condition, ruffian, that you shared

The spoils.   A toothsome cake would go to you,
HER. And then you ate it every bit yourself.
CA.    But you, remember, never shared the kicks

Were I perchance detected at my tricks,

d A lino from some tragedy, applied Lo Eieracles when searching
for his lost favourite Hylas: Schol.

* Leaping on inflated bladders; from dovtfo, with a play oii/twA/'/
(1198), a game at the Attic Dionysia. The player hopped on to
an inflated bladder, and Iriecl how long he could keep his balance.

f Offers the dirty water in his pot.
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